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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spot. 


Wednesday.—Most extraordinary piece of luck! How careless 
people are to be sure—fancy that chap with all those jewels in his 
bag (a Liverpool chap, too—Lancashire !) putting it on the floor 
while he did some business over the bank counter! I should have 
been a blundering Johnnie if I hadn’t seized—at least, I mean, any- 
body in the “ lifting ’’ line would have been a blunderer if he 
hadn't seized it! As it is, I hope that jeweller chap will be more 
careful another time. Perhaps he will! Finished up the day at 
the Oval—finish of the last test match. Felt gloomy as the 
manceuvring that is getting into the good old game of cricket. 
The straightforwardness of the game is going, and the interest, 
too (in great matches, at any rate); next thing the people will be 
going—or not going, rather. 

WE’D DRAW-THER NOT! 


They banged the balls, they scored the runs, 
And earned a lot of fame 
Against Australia’s doughty sons, 
But did not win the game. 
With disappointment dudes and dames 
And all and sundry saw— 
And if they always draw the games, 
The games will cease to draw. 


Thursday.—Ran over to Rennes and had a peep at the Dreyfus 
“trial.”’ Well, well, of all the exhibitions! -One begins to guess 
now how the French Army has been so often led to glorious defeat ! 
Came back to quiet, orderly England and the crowded Solent to see 
the yachting season finish. 

WHO CARES ? 


For yachting in the Solent 
The season’s at an end, 
But do not be condolent 
My sympathetic friend, 
For, lazily somnolent 
I’m lying (so to speak !) 
A-yachting in the Solent, 
And mean to all the week. 


Took Her Most Gracious to the féte at Carisbrooke Castle in aid of 
the funds of the Newport Parish Church. 


Friday.—_Had a good time at the co-operative window-sill back 
garden, front area flower show. Wonderful what you can do 
when you try. Shall have some experiments in my chambers. See 
what I can do in a cigar-box and an old hat. Shall begin with 
something easy—gloxinias, say, or aqua regias (sounds like cigars, 
that last Brought Prince Charles of Denmark up to Marlborough 


Ap od 








House, and took Lord Pauncefote down to Osborne (invitation been 
chasing him all over the country—Her Most Gracious quite put out 
about it, but saw the joke when it was explained to her). Went over 
to help unveil a field monument to those who fell at the battle of 
St. Privat. ‘‘ Unbending Will”’ said some really nice things—can 
when he likes. 
i SATISFACTORY. 
.With some expressions wiser 
Than is his won’t to us, 
This monument the Kaiser 
Presented to our views; 
A sympathetic action 
With which the world is thrilled, 
And ample satisfaction 
For getting nicely killed ! 


Saturday.—Went down to have another look at the Oceanic now 
she has her full equipment. Whew! What luxury! What 
sumptuousness! Noone, once aboard, would ever wish to come 
ashore again, I should say. Had a rollicking time afterwards at the 
Crystal Palace, where. the Co-operators finished up with great 
doings. 


Monday.—Went down to Torbay, and saw a little of the Club 
Regatta. Cheery meeting, and lots of fun. Afterwards got round 
to Flint Castle ‘‘ to oblige Benson,” and saw Richard II. acted there 
five hundred years after that monarch had retired from business. 
Sorry Icouldn’t see it before, but I have so many engagements. 
Got round by Oxford, and there, in the Examination Schools, beard 
Mr. H. W. Paul hold forth on “ Journalism "—a tender theme. 


Tuesday.— Took the Institute of Journalists down to Liverpool — 
& pensive spot—and helped them to start congressing. Ran over to 
Dublin and opened the Horse Show and I. Zingari week for them ; 
took Lord Russell of Killowen over to Paris, and the Duchess of 
York round to Tutbury. Also had a look at the Folkestone Military 
Tournament and the Deal Regatta. Heard a good deal during this 
week about the Boers, and sent off General Walker the other day. 
Quite content with things myself—that is to say, have no fear of 
them panning out in our favour eventually as soon as the word is 
given. 
GIVING THE WORD. 
The Boer is extremely provoking 
In fact, he’s a regular “‘ corker,"’ 
He possibly thinks we are joking 
As our latest reply to him’s Walker. 
Their “‘ tuppenny "’ tactics to trick us !— 
Though not very much of a talker, 
If any one thinks they can lick us, 
I'd merely ejaculate ** Walker! "’ 
THe Sporrer. 


rij, spontaneotu nt iv mitributions can be returned 
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‘His HORSE STOOD SENTINEL AROUND,” 


A Faithful Charger. 


From far North-West of Canada, 

There comes a strange and thrilling fact, 
The staunch devotion of a horse; 

By reason’s guidance seemed its act. 


A mounted trooper with despatches, 
O’erwhelmed in drifted snow was lost 

In prairies vast, and drear, and silent, 
And very near at life’s dear cost. 





Six days he wandered heavy laden, 
Then fell unconscious to the ground ; 
Frost bitten, starving, and snow blinded; 
His horse stood sentinel around. 


Passing the track, a mail-bag carrier 
Descried the sad, pathetic scene ; 
He hastened quick to their deliverance 

From sufferings so deadly keen. 


The trooper lived; when at his crisis 
He craved to see his horse again, 
His only friend, and timely solace 
In that wild, lonely, snow-clad plain. 


They brought to him his charger fond— 
Fulfilling thus his urgent will— 

Which soon caressed its master’s face, 
And then its faithful heart stood still. 


JANE H. OAKLEY. 





























Farming for Pleasure, Not Profit. 


Have read Dowsett’'s letter to the Times! Ofcourse! How 
stupid of me not to have perceived how delightful an occupation for 
one’s spare time and sparemoney! How much have I got of either ? 
Never mind. Dowsett says, ‘‘ rural life speaks of "—England, home, 
) and beauty ; no, he doesn’t—“ health, home, and freedom.’ That's 

it. Consummately better. So I will just consult my wife as to 

investing that £500 legacy her dear Aunt Euphemia has just left her. 
“Let’s purchase a pleasure farn [ suggest to her 

. he . ‘ ‘ : ‘ 


dare 

















their vocation in farming for a profit.’”’ She doesn’t quite see it. 
Point out to her what a saving will be effected in dress, for herself 
—she frowns at that—and the dear boys and girls. Hear what 
Saint Dowsett saith: ‘The constraints of conventionality 
are thrown aside, and clothing is adopted which will 
enable one to follow those pursuits congenial to his 
tastes. He may walk through the stubbles and roots with 
his gun and dog, he may sit on a river bank with his rod, he 
may dig a rabbit or a rat, he may work in his garden, orchard, or 
field, he may feed his poultry, pigs, cattle, or horses, he may 
examine his colts, calves, sheep, and lambs in the pastures, and put 
his hand to the plough in the arable, he may drive and ride, and go 
to hounds, he may saunter through the woodland, or fill his lungs 
with the ozone of thedowns,”’ etc. How nice it all sounds; must learn 
that paragraph by heart. The wifedoes notagree. She says neither 
she nor the girls would think of walking after me through stubbles 
and roots, and she is sure the gun would go off and hurt some of 
us. Hasten to assure her how “ the fresh, home-grown produce is 
an advantage not to be despised.’”’ ‘ Fiddlesticks!’’ she says. I 
quote, in reply, Dowsett: ‘‘The owner of a well-managed pleasure 
tarm should have plenty of fruit, vegetables, milk, cream, butter, 
cheese, chickens,” etc. ‘‘ Well, and who’s to manage it?” says 
she; ‘‘you’d just expect me to do it all.” I affect not to 
notice, and continue to read out to her: “The owning of 
land for pleasure must be regarded as one of the luxuries 
of life. Nature pictures are more attractive and durable 
than art pictures.” And I glance round the room and look 
regretfully at the framed pictures issued by an _ enterprising 
soap firm, and mentally calculate what the money, if it had been 
investigated in cabbage seed, would have produced—a hundredfold, 
possibly, barring the caterpillars—if sown in our back garden even. 
As Dowsett says: ‘‘No one could burn or run away with the land,” 
however feloniously inclined. ‘“ But the cabbages could be stolen,” 
my wife rejoins, and adds she can buy all the vegetables we 
require very much cheaper, and that Dowsett has forgotten, like 
most men, all about rates, taxes, and tithes! Iam beginning to think 
my wife’s right. Still I won’t give way just yet, and I enlarge upon 
the benefits which our boys will derive from personal contact with 
thesoil. To quote Dowsett, “the result to young men whose 
fathers spend their hobby money on the decoration of the inside of 
their houses is not to be compared with the advantages those have 
whose fathers spend their hobby money on a pleasure farm.” 
She clinches the matter by saying that, in our case, the 
money happens to be ‘mother’s money,” and that she is 
not going to bury herself and the children in the country 
to please Dowsett or anybody else. The usual annual 
fortnight’s outing will be quite sufficient for us all, and that she’s 
going to continue to live in her villa-residence at Dulwich in easy 
reach of town. Aunt Euphemia’s legacy will produce a_ better 
income in foreign bonds even than a pleasure farm worked by 
Novices. So I must bid good-bye to Dowsett’s Picture of Idyllic 
Delights, and just settle down to the everyday humdrum and 
quarter day. 


—— tenement . $a 


The End of the Season. 


THE ‘‘ Upper Ten” have gone, you know, 
Because it is ‘‘ the thing,”’ 

Deserted quite is now the Row, 
For Fashion’s on the wing. 

They’ve done the same for many years, 
Yet it ne’er seems to cloy, 

They’ll go, perhaps, to find but tears, 
In mad pursuit of joy! 


Quite thronged is now the “‘ Continong”’ 
With gambling-loving swells, 

For there it’s not considered wrong 
To visit gambling “ bells ” ; 

E’en Mrs. Grundy holds her tongue 
Of love not over-wise, 

Is deaf to “ risky ” songs when sung, 
And shuts her gimlet eyes! 


But we poor toilers of the town 
Must bear its heat and glare ; 

Dame Fortuue knows that we are ‘‘ down,”’ 
And means to keep us there ! 

However, we still have our joys, 
TM... as 11, will 
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Army Manceuvres. 
CHANGING GUARD. 


SatisBuRY (Plain-ly, to Sir William 
Butler) :— 


WE really cannot manage 

With a Guard like you— 
You're a fav’rite with our foes; 
And as man of Peace you pose; 
And, as ev’rybody knows, 

Such a Guard will never do, 
For you speak against a war— 
What on earth are soldiers for, 
But to guard their country’s shore, 

And to see their country through 
Ev’ry trouble that it meets, 
Ev’ry fight where it competes 
With the armies and the fleets 

Of the Old World or the New? 
And I think it pretty clear, 
When a war is drqawing near, 
That a soldier shouldn’t sneer 

At what Ministers may do. 

For their country eannot sue 

For a loyalty’s that’s due, 

And it really cannot manage— 

With a Guard like you. 


KRvUGER (regretfully, to Sir W. Butler):— 


We'd have managed very nicely, 

With a foe like you— 

You would meet our every wish, 
For our fayour you would fish, 
And Salisbury you would dish, 

In a manner brave and true, 
For you think a War Brigade 
Should give up it’s beastly trade, 
And should start a Peace Crusade, 

Where a war is overdue. 

For we like a gentle foe, 
It is pleasant, don’t you know, 
Not to fear a heavy blow 

When the war clouds loom in view. 
And there’s very little doubt, 

That you know what you’re about, 
‘Hail, Sweet Peace!”’ we heard 
you shout, 

Like an honest man and true. 

And we shouldn’t have to sue, 

Like we now may have to do, 

We’d have managed very nicely, 

With a foe like you ! 


SALISBURY (to Sir Frederick Forestier):— 


I, fancy we shall manage 
With a Guard like you! 
You are honest, you are brave, 
Like a soldier you’ll behave, 
And your country you will save, 
Like a Briton tried and true ! 
And you will not find it hard, 
3ritain’s honour, Sir, to guard, 
Peaceful tactics you’ll discard— 
You’ll command and will not sue. 
“Who goes there ?’’ will be your cry, 
When the wily Boer draws nigh ; 
And our enemy will fly 
When they find we’ll have our due. 
For the Boer we need not care, 
We will slay or we will spare, 
As we find his tactics fair, 
Or deceitful and untrue. 
For we know what we must do, 
And Great Britain cannot sue— 
And I fancy we shall manage 
With a Guard like you. 


KRUGER (sotto voce, looking at Sir F. 
Forestier) :— 
I think there’ll be some trouble 
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ST. PARTRIDGE. 


Louise.—‘ There they go off to pop at the partridges.”’ 
Polly.—“ I wish they would stay at home and pop the question.” 





But the Sword of War you'll ply 
With a skill direct and true! 
When to war you’ve set your face 
We shall have to give you place; 

For the Spirit of your Race 
Seems to tell you what to do. 
When the dogs of war run wild— 

You will be no Huntsman mild, 

And the Boer will be a child 
When he turns to tackle you. 

So Peccavi we must cry, 

Now we find that war draws nigh, 

Or must fiercely do and die, 


Now the Guard is staunch and true. 


Oh, we’ve got our work to do, 
For Great Britain will not sue ! 

I am sure there’ll be some trouble 
With a Guard like you! 


A Day’s Excursion. 
3y a City CLERK. 


Goop-BYE to the City 
For only a day! 
To Margate by the Koh-i-Nor. 
3ut, oh! what a pity 
That I cannot stay 
or two more 
the City 
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To “8S. 8.” 


I aM waiting here in London, 
For an old familiar friend, 

While the helots freed from bondage 
Fly to Norway or Ostend. 

Iam waiting. Every morning 
Brings its ceaseless round of toil 

And I dread to hear of “8S. 8.” 
Shuffling off this mortal coil. 

Unassuming, shy, and modest, 
Shrinking from the sea-crowd’s 

gaze, 

Will I meet him in the waning 
Of the fashionable days ? 

Quench mine anguis-h, old familiar— 
Come across the brine to me! 

(Since the Press and I are sighing 
For the Serpent of the Sea.) 








last the whole season. 
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Caught. 


“THe best fly-catcher on earth; will 
Send twelve 


stamps to——” ran the advertisement. 
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A bald-headed individual joyfully sent 
elve stamps, and received in exchange 
mall cardboard box, in which was a 


niger 


spid 
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THE BLACK CRAZE. 
My Visitor.—* Oh, do tell me, dear, how you manage to get just the right sort of people to your house ?”’ 

4 Hostess.—‘* Oh, I have no difficulty wuatever. You see, my husband has spent several years in the Cape, and is able to tell these 
ladies anything they might want to know about the Matabele savages! ”’ 
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Keep Cool! : ‘ 
PUZZLE—HOW CAN YOU DO IT? Holiday Queries. 


WHEN it’s 88, or nearly, in the shade, é Is not this the season to seize on the opportunity to go to a place 
i And your hair with perspiration’s all a-drip ; | where the sea’s on view ? 





; When you wonder why on earth garments were made, 
And you cannot run, or jump, or es or skip; Do sage people care for holiday thyme, considering that one 
When your body’s like a steaming Irish stew, | generally spends a mint of money ? 


It is very certain that you'll meet some fool ae 
Who will say, as you despairingly groan ‘“‘ Phew !” Does not mal-de-mer make you turn pale, and feel inclined to 
‘Now, whatever else you do, you must keep cool!” “kick the bucket’? 
When you long to sit upon a block of ice, 
With another piece upon your heated head ; 
And reflect that it would be extremely nice 


Just to cuddle | a tidy lump in bed ; Does the seaside landlady welcome you with ‘open arms” 


Is it not ‘a pack of nonsense” to pack up a lot of silly books to 
read when going for a holiday ? 


When you puff and blow the best part of the day, because she thinks you’ve got an “ open hand” ? 
And know very well you're miles from any pool ; ; 
You are sure to come across some folks who'll say— Is not the longshoreman prone to spin improbable yarns when he 
** Now, whatever else you do, you must keep cool !"’ is top-heavy ? 





When your throat seems as if stoked by fiendish hand, 
Till so dry you fear that ere long it will crack ; 





Is it not true that ’Arry, instead of not “ caring a button” about 














When you feel inclined to curse your native land, his holiday attire, cares a good many buttons? 
As you gasp and roll upon your frizzling back; If ’Arriet went rowing, could she“ feather her oar” with her 
When, at last, fearing that you will have a fit, hat ? 
You seek aid from chemist of the ancient schoo! | 
He will say (I'll bet you ten toone o1 ire } ea general] lressed up to thi ad 
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ARMY MANCEUVRES. 
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They have borne, for their faith, 
Hunger, torture, and scaith, 

When they might have been living in clover; 
With grim Death they have aye 
Supped and dined since the day 

When with Billy the First we came over. 


Yes, the world has ne’er known 
Ofa flaw. But I moan 
As I think of the fly in the amber! 
For, though lovely to see 
Be our family tree, 
The foul cankerworm round it doth clamber. 
In our archives upcurled 
(All unguessed by the world) 
Lies a document, age-worn and blurry, 
Where revealed is the itch 
Of curst wealth-winning which 
Caused my forbear to England to scurry. 
Yes, the Head of our Line 
Kept in France a few kine ; 
And, by selling PURE MILK there, he slowly 
A thin livelihood made— 
Yet, if there he had stayed, 
Why, our name had been stainless, though lowly ! 
But his black heart was stirred 
By the tales he had heard 
Of the wondrous white chalk-cliffs of Dover! 
So, to thrive by big sales 
Of CHALKED WATER in pails, 
He with William the Victor came over ! 











Impudence. 
Tramp (to New Woman).—‘’Ave yer got a pair o’ left-off 
bloomers ter gimme, lidy ? I’m goin’ on a walkin’ tour, 
an’bloomers ’ud jist suit me figger!’’ 














SEA-SIDE SKETCHES No. 1. 








A Chalk-Mark on the Escutcheon. 











O, my name (as forth set 
In the current Debrett) 
Is a name that is envied by millions : 




















I’m the last (up to date) 
Of a tribe ever great 
Both in mental and physical brilliance. 
Dame Britannia with pride be Zs _—_ 
Looks on hundreds beside 5 Ne SS oo 
Of her sons, who in story and ballad = ; —— 
Have had ancestors famed; 
But (with meekness be’t claimed !) 
I’m her dearest, best cherished, most hallowed ! 
For the world has ne'er known 
Any sire of mine own 
(Although “ here and there one” was a rover) 
To do aught that was base, 
Since the time when our race 
With the Conqueror William came over. 








They have passed, have my sires, 

Through floods, famines, and fires, 
With a bravery worthy of Sparta. 

It was one of them pressed 

The keen knife to John’s breast, 
While that reprobate signed Magna Charta. 

Saved by one of them thrice 

The Black Prince was: and twice 
Pulled another the beard of King Harr, 

(That bluff Bluebeardy man); — 
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FUN. 











Waftings from the Wings. 


With Flying Colours, and with all the goodly effects of glorious 
melodrama—wronged hero, wicked adventurers, Harry Nicholls, 
‘« Britannia Rules the Waves” (and everythingelse), and all the rest 
of it—the Adelphi re-opens its doors and sails once more into popular 
favour at once. Messrs. Seymour Hicks and Fred G. Latham have 
reminded us in the usual way what a lot of clever melodramas we’ve 
had first and last. Black Hye’d Susan was inevitable in a sailor 
play, and even H.M.S. Pinafore is not altogether a surprise. There 
are, of course, lots of holes without the need of picking—the pocket- 
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AT THE ADELPHI. 
‘¢ VIRTUE—AND— Vice- VIRTUE.” 


book leaf incident is weak all the time, and where does the war 
there’s so much talk about get to? Did the ‘fighting Govern- 
ment ’’ they’re so proud of turn tail after all ?—but it’s a good, solid, 
workable play, full of exciting incidents and effects, cleverly and 
well put on the stage and admirably acted—in particular by 
Messrs. Pateman, Nicholls, Abingdon, Knight, and Lowne. Miss 
Shelton is a charming and convincing heroine, and Mrs. Raleigh at 
all points a brilliant adventuress. Surely, Solomon in all his glory 
was not arrayed like one of these, and when it comes to a ball dress, 
harlequins ain’t in it ! 

It is a brilliant and busy half-hour at the Alhambra occupied by 
the new ballet Napoli. From the moment eight ladies leave off 
washing to dance with eight fisher ‘‘ boys ’’ who’ve left off fishing, to 
the moment when Ciccio (who is a corporal in the army) gets 
“ honour and duty to prevail over passion ’’—that is to say, lets the 
other fellow have the girl (because she won’t have him) and joins his 
regiment when the bugle calls (because he daren’t do anything else!), all 
is brilliant dresses (coloured by Howell Russell and stitched by Alias), 
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AT THE ALHAMBRA. 
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“ NAPOLI” 


THINGS TURNING OUT A 


na vpeiore, 


way and not paddei, as ought to ensure a many-monthed run, and 
enable the manager and supervisor of it all, Mr. Douglas Slater, to 
sleep happy (and wake happy, too, if he wants to). The three lovers 
are well played by Signor Giovanni Pratesi ie trae of the ballet), 
Mr. Lytton Grey,and Miss J. Casaboni, the dainty dancer. 

Other new turns here are Miss Connie Ediss and Miss Lil Haw- 
thorne. La Tortajada is still going strong, and the whole pro- 
gramme conduces to general happiness, and goes well with any kind 
oficed drink. 


When the new Olympic Theatre opens on September ist, the 
orchestra of 30 performers will be under the direction of Mr. Victor 
Hollaender, the composer of the successful opera, San Lin, who has 
also written and arranged the music for A Trip to Midgettown. An 
entire set of new scenery, and a new act drop is being painted for 
the Lilliputian’s season, by Mr. Franz Gruber, the leading scenic 
artist n Germany. 


Charles Klein, the American dramatist and author of Zl 
Capitan, is at work on a melodrama, the scene of which is laid in 
England, and to be named The Lombard Street Mystery. This 
work is to be produced by Charles Frohman next Fall in New York. 
It will be in five acts and seven scenes. Mr. Klein has just com- 
pleted a new opera for Mr. De Wolf Hopper, for which John Philip 
Sousa will compose the music. 


Messrs. E. Ascherberg and Company are the recipients of the 
following letter from Sir Arthur Bigge, written on behalf of Her 
Majesty the Queen: “ It has only now come to the Queen’s know- 
ledge that under ordinary circumstances the opera of Pagliacci 
could not have been performed at Windsor Castle without the pay- 
ment of fees to you as the owner of the performing rights, which, 
however, in this instance, I understand, you were good enough to 
waive. Iam accordingly desired to express to you the thanks of 
Her Majesty for your consideration in this matter.” 














Birdman Lex’s “ Bargain Sale,” 


[It would appear from a recent law report that the penalty for 
shooting that rare bird, the osprey—said to be worth £25 as a 
specimen—is £1 sterling. | 


I, THE Law, am the protector 
Of the wild birds of the State ; 
But I’m also a collector 
Of the coins that circulate 
In these islands. And I'll, therefore, 
Be obliged if you will con 
My report (if birds you care for) 
That my Bargain Sale is on! 
Walk up, gents—walk up, gents— 
While my Bargain Sale is on ! 


I’ve in stock some aves rare 
Held by fanciers very dear ; 
And for trifles monetary 
I intend the same to “‘ clear.” 
When this lot’s exhausted, never 
Will its like be seen again. 
So step up, ye sportsmen clever, 
And your heart’s desire obtain ! 
Walk up, gents—walk up, gents— 
And the dirt-cheap prize obtain ! 


Soon the high-valued osprey 
Will the o’s doom have shared, 
And, oh, how’ll ye bear your loss, pray, 
If the prize ye haven’t snared ? 
So—unless ye’re wholly ‘‘ stony ’’— 
Toddle round, sirs, toddle round, 
While an osprey worth a “ pony”’ 
May be captured for a nd! 
Walk up, gents! walk up, gents! 
Here’s a bargain for a pound! 

















Recall of General Butler. 


At the Cape General Butler is justly admired, 
He did capital work, but fared ill as a talker ; 
So Britain, concerned for his voice, promptly wir: 


‘ Come back, now, for rest here’ ; but people say “‘ Walker! 
















— 


AuGUST 29, 1899, 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. ‘**Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


A Paris mob ain’t ’xactly the kind of 
thing that a timid person woud like to 
cuddle, an’ a robust specimen of it ’as 
jist been ‘avin high jinks, smashin’ up 
the churches, knockin’ the perlice about, 
an’, altogether, enjoyin’ itself in the 
good old Paris mob style. The Guérin 
siege, at the time of ritin’, is still goin’ 
on; but wot childish nonsense it all 
seems; stronger measures ought to ’ave 
been taken at first. I must say that I[ 
think the French nation is very much 
like a spoilt child—allus cryin’ for some- 
thin’, but directly it ’as got it it soon 
tires of it, an’ starts cryin’ agin for 
somethin’ else. 

It appears that Old Kruger is beginnin’ 
to ‘*climb down” in a half-’earted man- 
ner, as I ’ave allus sed ’e woud; at the 
same time, a hitch might occur at any 
moment, an’ we ’ave to teach the Boers 
a lesson that they’ll never forget. Amongst 
John Bull’s many accomplisments, ’e’s 
a good bit of a schoolmaster. 

By-the-bye, torkin’ about buyin’ an’ 
sellin’, Eel Pie Island ’as, so to say, been 
cut up into slices anrongst varius buyers. 
I shoudn’t mind a slice myself, it’s wot 
[ calls a “‘ tasty ’’ place, an’ dear to the 
‘earts of countless people. "Ow many 
yung fellers ’ave taken their “ tarts” to 
Kel Pie Island ? 

I ’opes no one ’as ever been so rude 
as to tell Mrs. Langtry to ‘‘go to 
Bath(e)”; anyway, it woud be un- 
necussry now, for she has jist married 
Mr. Hugo Gerald de Bathe. I ’opes’e is 
a ‘* brick ”’—a Bath(e)-brick, so to say— 
for I ’ave a great admirashun for the 
‘* Jersey Lily,” the “ flower of the flock.” 

We ain’t ’ad all the ’eat over ’ere, 
Ameriky, apparently, as usual, ’as been 
tryin’ to “ lick creation ’”’ as regards ’ot 
weather, an’ ’as succeeded only too well. 
They’ve been sleepin’ in thousands on 
Coney Island beach, an’ it ain’t con- 
sidered de rigger to dine in your coat at : 
a hotel, shirt-sleeves is the order of the % Spent 
day; an’ there’s been sich a run on ee. all m 
lemons that iced lemonade—a nice B 1) 
lemon aid to quench your thirst—is very a E - 
scarce. ‘Hat leads to drink. so T., ap 

The Dorking Board of Guardians are 8 wherty 
goin’ to give each male inmate of over k 
60 an ounce of ’bacca a week. Good! * fact : 
Other Guardians, please copy. Nocause e ae 
now for the old chaps to “ pipe their ee 3 , 
eye,” an’ it will stem the current of pe ete 
many a sad thought. every | 
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DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES}| *: 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
TAN GLOSS, or 
BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes. boots are ready to wear: 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you ge 
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. a men 
Very Talkative Landlady.— Yussir, me ’usband 'as ‘ad a lot uv lor biz’ness to 
hattend to lately. ‘EK ony come back from London larst week from hattendin’ the 
Court of Common Pleas.” 
Lodger (who has spent a very uncomfortable night, with biting emphasis).—“ Sure 
it was PLEAS?” 
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